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Exemplified in the story of two sisters. | 


CREDULITY AND FEMALE UEROISM, 


IN Brittany, a province of France, 
live two young ladies, sisters, co-heir- 
esses, of a competent fortune, equally 
esteemed for their perfections of body 
and mind, and their uncommon love 
for each other. An officer of a regi- 
ment quartered in the town, not more 
nobly born than they, but possessed of 
afortune far above their pretensions, 
courted the elder, to the equal satisfac- 
tion of the younger, who hoped to 
see her sister thus splendidly provid- 
ed for. 

All his visits and addresses were up- 
on honourable terms. In short, they 
appeared in all public places together, || « 
and were generally looked upon as hus- 
band and wife.—The regiment, by an 
order from court, decamped to new 
quarters in the extremities of Langue- 
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‘(replied the younger, bursting into 
tears) you are deceived ;”—* Why 
these tears? (cried the other i in amaze, ) 
speak whatever thou knowest.” “ Then 
know (replied the younger) that last 
night your lover left the town without 
taking leave. ‘The thunder-struck la- 
dy made no answer, but fainted away, 
and was scarce out of one fit, but into 
another. At length recov ered by her 
distressed sister’s care, she cried, “ E 
am ruined. Iam undone. In conse- 
quence of the most solemn and sacred 
oaths, I yielded up my honour, and 
now carry the growing proof of my 
shame. His still putting off our mar- 
riage, whenever I pressed him to it, 
jomed to his midnight escape, show my 
ruin but too plainly-” Here grief broke 
in,-and interrupted her discourse. Her 
sympathizing sister equally felt the con- 
tagious sorrow. Sighs echoed sighs, 
and tears obscured the charms of each 





doc. ‘The officer, soon after, ordered 
his equipage to be got ready ina private 
manner, and departed. ‘I'his news be- 
ing brought to the younger sister, she 
was doubly startled at his not having 
taken leave of them, and at his clandes- 
tine elopement. She flew to her sister’s 
apartment, whom she found feeding her 
sickly thoughts with the dear image of 
her absent lover, and thus, as recover- 
ing from a sweet reverie, she spoke ; 
“ Sister, is it not strange he has not been 
with me these two days, to consult 
about our marriage, before he departed 
for his regiment ?”—Her generous 


beauteous face. ‘Fhe younger sister 
comforted the forlorn, as well as circum- 
stances would permit, and prevailed on 
her to consent to retire to their country 
seat fora few days, that nothing might 
transpire ; observing, that she had a 
scheme in her head to make the gentle- 
man fulfil his engagements. It was 
agreed upon and executed. The afflict- 
ed lady went to the country, The 
other sent a trusty servant to the post- 
house, to hire a ch raise, and the best 
horses; at the same time bidding her 


| waiting maid bring her travelling dress 


and immediately prepare to go with her. 
( To be conchided in our next) 








heart knew no deceit.—“ Ah, sister !| 
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to fame, and was in truth a very studi-, 
ous young man. 
absolutely faultless. 
most inlefatigadle talkers that ever pes- 
tered a grammar school: 
solutely 
more for rattans in one week, than all 
the rest of the school did in a month. | 
The master himself, told me that he |} 


MEMOIRS OF JEMMY LACKBRALIN. | 
( Continued from page 226.) 


Well, Jemmy went in the high road: 


But Jemmy was not 
He was one of the | 


and it is ab- 
that he cost the master || 
| 





said, 





once had serious thoughts of charging | 
them in the Quariterbill. His talking | 
would not have been of so much con- | 
sequence, if he had always stuck to the 
truth; but he had such an attachment to 
that figure of rhetoric called embellish- 
ing, alzas lying, that it was not safe to | 
believe a word he said. Moreover he 
was a most insufferable pedant. When- || 
ever he went into company, he seemed 
to be afraid that there might be some- 
body present, who did not know that he 
understood Latin ; for he never said 
three words without bringing some La- 
tin along with it, and such Latin! Oh! 
that old Horacz could have heard | 
him! I have absolutely been toid, that | 
he has been even known to go up to| 
young ladies of his acquaintance, and 
salute them in that language, and then 
begging pardon, protested he was so ac- 
customed to it that he had almost for- 
gotten his English ; and indeed, tospeak 





THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


ety, without repining at a lot which ¢. 
cluded him from all those enjoyments 
which make life tolerable to those wh, 
pass it among the busy haunts of mep, 
Mr. M. was interrupted in these refle. 
tions by suddenly remarking that his 
host was the same man whom he had 
noticed a few hours before at a tavern, 
and whose penetrating scowl he had ob. 
served, as he imprudently inquired of 

the landlord. whether it was safe for one 
who carried. a large sum of money ty 
travel that unfrequented road at night, 
He endeavoured to catch the whispers 
which passed between the forester and 
his wife, but could only hear the ingui- 
ry “is he now asleep?” which was an- 
swered by the woman in the negative. 
Though Mr. M. was by no means de- 

ficient in courage, yet the situation he 
was in—remote from assistance—des- 
titute of arms—and carrying with him 
that which might tempt the avarice of 
a villain, excited some alarms for his 
safety, which the deportment of his 
host was far from removing.—After a 
| long pause the forester whispering “he 
must be asleep” rose from his seat and 


' stretched his brawny arm over the fire- 


place, took down a large knife, which 
by the glimmering of the dying flame, 
appeared in some places spotted, as he 


| carefully examined the edge. —“ Hark,” 


exclaimed the wife, “he stirs.” The 





the trath, I have known persons who 
spoke quite as good English as he did, 
if not better. Elis vanity too, was not | 
the least conspicuous } part of his charac- 
ter. It was, as it were insufferable, and } 
tod him into numerous absurdities. 


( To be contluded in our next.) 
—-—- +o. 
Narrative of Mr. M. and the Virginia 
Forester. 
( Coneluded from page 225.) 


Ife appeared to be a man whom na- | 
ture had wisely stationed on the extreme || m 
boundary of civilization, where the har- | 
dihood ot his character, and the strength | 
of his frame, admirably fitted him to, 
erect and guard the out posts of soci-' 





man hesitated a moment, and then cau- 
tiously advanced. 

Mr M. was by this time satisfied that 
his life would be attempted. He saw 
himself in the power of an athletic rul- 
fian, armed with a murderous weapon. 
The only chance of satety that occur- 
‘red to him was to remain seemingly 
asleep, until the forester should be pre- 
pared to strike the blow, and then en- 
| deavour to wrest the knife from his 
grasp. 

By the time this determination was 

made, the man stood beside him ; he 
had the knife raised, and cuttinga large 
slice from a flitch of bacon that hung 
above, broiled it on the coals for his 
supper, which had been delayed from an 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





231 


apprehension of disturbing his weary | sebius also mentions the same ancient record ; 
} 


suest-—In the morning, Mr. M. after | ime. 


pressing his host in vain, to receive a 
remuneration for his night’s lodging, 
pursued his journey, smiling at the 
jlarms of the preceding night. 


2 +o 
A MORAL ESSAY» 

Whenever I hear a man ridiculing re- 
ligion, and holding up its friends to 
contempt, L set him down as a profane 
fool. e. 

Whenever I hear different sects 
jlaming one the other, for not follow- 
ing one or other form of worship, 
| think they set a bad example to 
“brotherly love,” and that they had 
better permit more free toleration of 
opinion. 

Whenever I see an old maid turn up 
her nose at the word marriage, and 
hear her assert “* a single condition is 
the most felicitous ;” I can hardly re- 
fran from calling her a hypocritical, 
crabbed, dry grained, hag. 

Whenever I hear a _ young lady 
maintaining, * FT want no sweetheart— 
not I!”~alas! whispers I, how this 
world is given to lying! ten chances to 
one but she replies, yes, by a squeeze or 
awink.— 

—2.+ oo 
OBSERVATIONS on the authenticity of the AN- 
CIENY RECOKD concerning our SAVIOUR. | 


(Inserted in page 227.) 


but informs us, that it was not extant in his 
So that this most authentic heathen re- 
cord, is generally believed now to be lost.—O! 
the letter in question, Mr. Addison observes 


| ‘* As for the spurious records now extant, we 


know the occasion and time of their writing.” 
A learned clerical gentleman of this city, who 
| is well versed in ecclesiastical history, to whom 


| we submitted the letter for his opinion, returned 


‘it accompanied with the following note: wiz. 
.* The foregoing letter from Lentullus, though 
admitted by some ecclesiasiical, and other wri- 
| ters to be genuine, is in general considered as 
spurious.” He, however, recommended us to 
publish it, observing that although it was spuri- 
ous it contained in a condensed view, a just ac- 
count of the person of our blessed Saviour, ac- 
cording to the most authentic histories, of the 
ancient fathers, and primitive christian wri- 
ters. Editor. 


ES 


A number of gentlemen, dining one day, up- 
on salmon, some of them preferred pickerel, 
others mackarel. An Irishman, standing up, 
says, ** by shaint Patrick, of all the fish in the 
sea, I prefer pork and pease.” 

——> + 

The late Sam Foote could say any thing of 
any body or to any body.—When he was once 
at lord Kelly’s table, a gentleman present com- 
plained that the beer was rather cold. ‘* Get his 
lordship to dip his nose into the tankard,” said 
Foote ‘‘and if he keeps it there halfa minute and 
the beer does not boil, it must be fire proof.” 

A + Cpe 

A man who was examined before Justice 
B———, being proved guilty of some petty 
crime, was told that if he chose to serve the 
king his punishment should be dispensed with, 
asked the magistrate “in what way !” * Why 
pray,” replied his Worship, ‘* what country- 


|| man are you ?” “ Irish, an’ please your honour.” 


| Have you ever been at sea?” ‘“ Have I 





We have delayed the publication of this com- 
Munication for some time, in order to accompa- 
ny it with the following remarks ; notwith- 
standing that it does not properly come under 
our plan, and has often appeared in print, in al- 
most every form, from the dignified folio to the 
evanescent handbill. 

It was the custom of the Roman empire, as | 
itis to this day, in all the governments of the | 
world, for the viceroys and governors of distant | 
provinces, to transmit to their sovereign, a sum- | 
mary relation of every thing remarkable in | 
their administration. 

That the governor of Judea did transmit an 
account of the appearance, trial and death of 
Jesus Christ, tothe emperor Tiberius, and sen- 
ate of Rome, we learn from Justine Martyr, 
who lived about three hundred years after our 
Saviour’s death, and who refers to this record 
in a public disputation respecting christianity, 
with Crescens the cynic, before the Roman sen- 


ever been at sea!—why, does your Wor 

ship’s Worship think I was trundled over 

from my own country in a wheelbarrow.” 
—— ¢ Ge 





| A young man, whose dress and appearance 


did not, by any means, proclaim him a gentle- 
'man, knocked at the door of a young widow la- 
_dy in Berkly square ; and having gained admit- 
| tance, expressed an anxious desire of seeing 
the lady: adding with great energy, “ I dye for 
her ladyship.” The servant, supposing he want- 
ed to address her as a lover, was so enraged at 
his insolence, that he saluted him with a few 
blows, and was on the point of turning him out 
of doors; when the bustle attending this busi- 
ness induced the lady to open the door of her 
apartment, to know what was the matter. An 
ecclaircisement immediately took place, when the 
supposed lover asked the following question ; 
—‘* Pray my lady, of what colour am I to 








ate. Tertallian, who wrote about fifty years 


afier Justine, refers to the same record. Eu- | 





dye those curtains which you sent me a few 
days ago?” 
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“HE KUONIAD Or BATTLE of the DOoGs. 
A heroic poem. 
( Concluded from page 228. ) 
Now round the slain the batiles fury closed, 
Grey-hound to grey-hound, cur to cur opposed: 
Here Dorceus like a meteor blazed along, 
Here Ichnobates drove the flying throng, 
Here Thous, Cyprio, Harpalos the strong : 
a : = these came Pamphagus (8) the 
old, 
His neck resplendent with a ring of gold ; 
Dromus (9) the swift, Nebrophonus (10) the 
brave, 
With Labros, (11) dreadful as the wint’ry 
wave ; 
But far above the rest Hylactor towers, 
By Pallas nerved with more than mortal pow- 
ers, 
Like the fierce torrent, on the hero came, 
And from his eye-balls gleamed destroying 
flame, 
Beneath his mighty arm, whole squadrons 
bled, 
And sought, unblest, the regions of the dead. 
This Thous saw: Apollo fir’d his breast, 
And thus the cliefiain Harpalos address’d : 
** Belov’d of Jove! who oft hast dyed the 
plain, 
“ With blood of heroes by thy prowess slain, 


“ See where Hylactor rages through the field, | 


** Beneath his might, our bravest legions yield: 

“‘ Together let us stem the battle’s tide, 

‘© And dare the haughty victor m his pride !” 

Now great Hylactor cold had press’d the 

plain, 

By Harpalos and valiant Thous slain, 

But Pallas, mindful of her hero’s lite, 

Bore him in safety from the unequal strife ; 

And plac’d him on Scamander’s flowery side ; 

To heal-his wounds, and cool them in the tide. 

Stern Harpalos and Thous rage aloud, 

And pour their fury on the vulgar crowd ; 

Like the blue lightening from Jove’s mighty 
hand, 

They pour’d along, and dye@ the thirsty sand 

With streams of hostile blood : ~ where’er they 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


| Far on the left, high tow'ring o’er the rest, 


' 
; 


Cigantic Labros rear’d his shadowy crest: 
Great Ichnobates burned to prove his might, 
And dar’d the fearless warrior to the fight ; 
Like lightning Labros springs upon the foe, 
Who, quickly turning, disappoints the blow, 
Then seiz’d the luckless hero by the back ; 
He roars with pain; the joints and sinews 
crack ; 
Prone to the ground fhe falls, like some huge 
oak, 
Beneath the 
shock.— 

Meanwhile from rank to rank, great Dorceus 
flies, 

And views each movement with sagacious 
eyes ; 

The hero’s presence every heart inspires, 

Urges the brave, and ev’n the coward fires, 

None but Hylactor dar’d his force to brave— 

Hylactor lies beside Scamander’s wave ! 

So war’d the chiefs, unknowing how to yield, 

And death in triumph stalk’d around the 
field . 

But mighty Jove, who saw with sorrowing 
eyes, 

Such heaps of dead upon the plain arise, 

Stretch’d o’er the field his cloud compelling 
hand, 

And bade the slaughter cease ; at his com- 
mand, 

Obedient night her mantle threw around, 

And o’er each army shed a gloom profound ; 

The embattled hosts, veil’d from each other’s 
sight, 

No longer mingle in the uncertain fight ; 

Sullen and slow, retiring from the field, 

To balmy sleep’s soft influence they yield, 

Impatient waiting for the morting’s dawn, 

To stain once more with blood the dewy lawn. 

Mercutio, 


furious whirlwind’s mighty 


Notes. (8) Pamphagus—All-devouring. (9) 
Dromus—Swift footed. (10) Nebrophonus— 
Deer killer. (11) Labros—lIntrepid. 

2 6 ee 
LOVE’S ADVICE—A song. 
He that loves a rosy cheek, 

Or a coral lip admires : 

He that from an eye shall seek, 

The fuel of his amorous fires, 
Shall when time wastes these away, 





turned 

Fierce, and more fierce the battle’s fury burn- 
ed ; 

On eicher side whole heaps of dead arise, 

** Who fights meets death, and death finds him 
who flies.” 

But Pamphagus, who distant waged the war, 

Beheld his routed squadrons from afar, 

Swift as Jove’s eagle, from Olympus’ height, 

Rush’d to their aid, and stopp’d the shameful 
flirht, 

And led once more his legions to the fight. 

Stern Discord wiih a smi'e survey’d the war, 

And Horror laugh’d and shook her snaky 
hair. 


See his short liv’d flame decay. 
He that loves a constant mind, 

A heart which generous feeling fires, 
Shall if love with these be join’d, 

Feel a flame that ne’er expires. 
Where these are not, let no one prize, 
The coral lips, or cheeks, or eyes. 


—————————————— 
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| PxuirtaneLtpara—Published weekly, Price 
twelve and an half cents per month, payable 
quarterly in advance, by THomas G. Connie, 
jun. No. 22, Carter’s Alley, opposite Mr. Gi- 
rard’s Bank—Where a Lerrser Boxis placed 
|) for literary communications. 
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